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my shirt and a list of addresses, mostly of Portuguese ladies of high
rank, upon whom I had to call.
On my first evening in Lisbon, when I was dining alone in a hotel off
Black Horse Square, I noticed that I was being watched by a handsome
fellow who looked like a Spaniard. He left the room presently and after
a few minutes came back and crossed to my table.
"Are you Philip Gibbs of the Daily Mail?" he asked, in perfect
English, without an accent.
"No," I answered guardedly. I belonged at that time to the Daily
Chronicle.
"Oh, sorry!" he said.
He left the room again and returned a little later, and again came to
my table.
"Philip Gibbs of the Daily Chronicle?" he said. "I made a mistake.
May 1 have a chat with you? I'm rather lonely here, Fm a wandering
Englishman."
He had wandered all over the world, he told me, ranching ia South
America, mining in South Africa, and having many strange adventures,
some of which he told me, in other countries. He spoke well and was
entertaining. I found him agreeable, and accepted his suggestion that
we should have a drink at one of the open air caf6s in Black Horse
Square.
While sitting there on a warm evening I noticed that several men,
obviously Portuguese, were edging their chairs closer to ours and
watching us with lynx eyes. I felt uneasy and spoke to my new found
friend.
"Are those fellows watching you or watching me?" I asked. "I don't
like the look of them."
"Nor do I," he answered, but not answering the first part of my
question. "I propose we give them the slip. When I leave this chair
follow me and keep close."
Suddenly he rose and strode off at a great pace towards an alley
leading off Black Horse Square. I kept close to him and we went down
the alley swiftly. It was nearly night, but as we were approaching the
end of the alley I saw two dark figures standing there under a street
lamp.
"Two of those fellows have outflanked us," I said. "What's the
game?"
"A dangerous one," he answered. "Come in here."
. He pushed open the door of a wine tavern and I folio wed him through,
"We had better order a drink here," he said, flipping his fingers to a
serving wench.
.. No, sooner had the wine been brought than two men came in and sat